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It was a disappointing reply, but the strategy
seemed sound.
" You'll come back when you've got a gun ? " asked
Maud.
"I may do/' said Nixon, non-committally.
At that instant, with a last convulsive movement,
the hay parted. The pair flattened themselves against
the wall as a dark-complexioned face at the end of a
long neck protruded from the opening and an injured
voice demanded the return of its watch and chain.
It was a voice that both remembered having heard
somewhere before, and Maud, going closer, flashed
her lamp hurriedly over the features of its possessor.
"Aren't you Mr Podd?" she asked
The owner of the face turned it, and eyed her bale-
fully,
"That's it I" exclaimed Nixon. "Archibald Podd,
the young man from Borneo. M'Whizzle's new clerk.
What are you doing here, Podd?" he asked, in a
stern voice.
"Whatever I'm doing, which I do not know,
Mister/1 returned Podd, with elaborate sarcasm, " Fm
not doing it of my own sweet will, I assure you. I
might as well ask you, excuse me, what you are doing
here. This is a free country. At least they tell
me so."
*' I don't want any nonsense/' said Nixon, with
'dignity. "A famous racehorse is missing from the
stable below, and I find you concealed in this hay-
loft How do you explain this ? "
"And do you expect me to sit here without my
watch and chain, Mister, and explain something about